FEET OF CLAY

low voice. The Mauglaives call, echoing from the great Renaissance
facade, was sounding over the roofs of the village and across the park,
when two horsemen in yellow coats came trotting up. They were De
Voos and the huge Dutch Baron.

The two horsemen, throwing their reins haughtily to a groom, slid
from their saddles: then, their eyes vague, their step uncertain in their
high boots, a sort of bantering complicity between them, they mingled
with the crowd, bestowing silly, ironical compliments on the women.
The Dutchman's speech was practically incomprehensible.

"Well," thought Laverdure, "there's the Baron been drinking more
than he can hold again, and it looks as if Monsieur le Gomte has been
keeping him company. That's why they didn't rejoin the hunt."

When Gabriel saw Jacqueline, his face, which till then had been
complacent and good-natured, assumed an expression of anger.

"Oh, so there you are!" he cried. "In the first place I insist that
Julien be sacked. He isn't even capable of having a horse shod. Sacked,
you understand! The whole place is in chaos. I'm going to run things
on the lines of my old squadron. And get a move on them!"

"Yes, yes, all right. But for the moment I insist that you keep quiet,"
replied Jacqueline curtly, "because you're disgustingly drunk and caus-
ing me great unhappiness. I should never have thought you capable
of getting into such a state."

"I'm not the least drunk/' cried Gabriel. "And when I am, the
women can just shut up."

Fortunately the horns were still blowing and drowned his voice.

"Dear me," he went on, turning ironical again, "why aren't they
sounding the Schandler or the Francois? They're neglecting their
duties."

And putting his horn to his lips, he began blowing, much out of tune,
Le dix cors jeunement, which had had ridiculous words put to it which
everyone knew:

Void un beau dix cors jeun'ment
II a tout du cocu.

Had Jacqueline not been in public, she would have burst into tears.

Night fell, and with it came the cold. The guests got into their cars,
or went and refreshed themselves at the buffet laid out in the chateau
dining-room.

Jacqueline did not wish Gabriel to be subjected to this further temp-
tation and sent him up to bed.

"Van Heeren, van Heeren, my friend, come and have a drink," he
cried. "And to hell with the women!"

"If you really want to be taken for Frangois's valet," said Jacqueline,
"you need only go on."

When she saw Gabriel's expression, she feared she had gone too far.
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